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pseudonym...after all, Roxanne Young is much more 
experienced in the language of love than me...a complete 
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brother’s ex-best friend - and the CEO of the publisher I just 
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inspiration. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


[a 


I can barely believe my eyes. As I’m curled up on the couch 
with a coffee in my hand, checking my emails, I see 
something I wasn’t expecting at all. 


A response from a publisher. 


I blink to see if my eyes are playing tricks on me, but the 
email remains firmly in my inbox. I feel a twist of excitement 
in my stomach. With shaking hands, I move my cursor to 
open the email. 


To Roxanne Young, 


I would like to reach out personally as the CEO of King 
Press to let you know that we very much enjoyed the 
manuscript that you delivered to us. We’re very excited 
about the potential it holds and I would like to meet you for 
dinner in order to discuss how to proceed further with this. 
Please let me know a time and a date when you're available 
to meet. 


Sincerely, 


Kingsley Collins 
CEO of King Press 


My heart skips a beat at the sight of my own pseudonym. It 
feels so strange to use a fake name, but I wanted to keep 
this whole thing private...I’ve never been one for being in 
the limelight. And now, my alter ego is being given the 
chance to meet with a publisher and have her work 
recognized. 


The name of the CEO seems so familiar to me, though I 
can’t figure out why. It must just be because the company is 
so huge and well-respected. I can’t believe that King Press 
wants anything to do with me! And yet here I am, 
practically swooning over the email as I fantasize that I 
might soon become a published author. 


I need to keep a level head thought. I email back with my 
availability and I get a quick response from the CEO’s 
assistant arranging for us to meet at a fancy Italian 
restaurant in town...tonight. She even tells me to dress up 
for the occasion. I sink back in my seat, allowing it to wash 
over me. If this goes well, then this is going to give my 
career the kickstart it so sorely needs. If this goes well, I 
might finally be able to give up my crappy part-time job, 
move out of my father’s apartment and make a life for 
myself. I read the email to myself over and over, allowing 
warmth to fill my heart. This is it. This is my moment. 


I have to find something to wear. I want to impress whoever 
this man is...Kingsley Collins...the man in charge of my 
future. I rush to my tiny bedroom in my father’s apartment 
and look for something suitable to make me look good 
tonight. The only thing that seems suitable is a little red 
dress that hugs every curve of my body. I try it on with a 
leather jacket and stare at myself in the mirror, wondering 
if it’ll be enough to seal the deal. Surely they’re looking for 


someone as interesting as the manuscript I submitted? With 
my dirty blonde hair and mud brown eyes, I need to do 
everything I can to stand out. 


But I’ve always been a little nervous about being a bigger 
girl. I know that my body gets judged wherever I go. I think 
I look good...but will Kingsley? 


I tell myself it doesn’t matter. He’s meeting me because he 
likes the way I think, not the way I look. But part of me is 
hoping he’ll like both. Something about this man Kingsley 
has me hooked already...I get the feeling there’s something 
special about him. I guess I’ll find out when I meet him for 
dinner. 


There’s just one problem. My father and my brother are 
both watching a soccer match in the living room. I’ll have to 
walk past them to get out of here. No doubt they’re going to 
want to know where I’m headed, and I really don’t want to 
have to tell them. I’ve always been pretty private about my 
writing, and if they find out I’m meeting with the CEO ofa 
publishing company, they’ll want to know details. For once, I 
want to keep my business to myself. 


Still, I’ll have to offer some explanation at least. I’ve always 
been a good girl. I come home from work each night, make 
dinner for my brother and father and then head into my 
bedroom for the evening, staying up late to write or going 
straight to bed. I never do anything to disrupt the system. I 
never go out on dates or head out once it’s dark outside. I 
never wear tight-fitting dresses to meet and impress men I 
know nothing about. And yet tonight, I’m doing all of those 
things. 


Seven o’clock approaches, and I need to be at the 
restaurant for half-past. I take a deep breath, checking 
myself in the mirror. It’s now or never. Clutching my bag 
and trying to ignore my nerves, I leave my bedroom. Both 


my brother and my father turn around to see me entering 
the room. 


“Hey, sis. What’s for dinner tonight?” my brother, Jasper 
asks me. He’s got a beer in one hand and looks pretty 
relaxed. That is until he spots me with my red dress on and 
a pair of heels making me taller than before. 


“What the hell are you wearing?” my father asks, looking 
me up and down. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen you out of 
jeans before.” 


“T’m...I’m meeting some girls from work for cocktails. We’re 
meant to dress up,” I say, my voice barely a squeak. I can’t 
believe I just lied to them, but I know I have to. For now my 
meeting with Kingsley has to remain a secret. It feels awful, 
but it’s the right decision. 


Jasper tsk’s at me. “You’re usually so unsociable...what’s 
going on, hmm? What are you up to?” 


I blush, hoping that I won’t be caught in my own lie. “I’m 
just trying to make the most of my life...1 never really do 
anything fun.” 


Jasper is barely even listening. He shrugs, turning back 
toward the TV. “Okay, have fun. Text me if you want me to 
pick you up, okay? But let me know as soon as possible. I'll 
need to sober up.” 


I nod and sneak out of the apartment without another word. 
My chest is so tight with anxiety that I can barely breathe. 
The whole thing just feels so daring...to lie to them both, to 
go out with a man who is definitely older and richer than I 
am...without even knowing what he looks like...it’s all very 
new and wild for me. I fan myself with my clutch bag and 
head out into the street, hailing myself a cab and giving the 


address to the driver. This is it...Il’m carving out my own 
future. 


The restaurant we arrive at looks beautiful inside, lit up by 
fairy lights and with a pianist playing soft instrumental 
music as I enter. I stand nervously in the doorway, unsure of 
what to do with myself in such a fancy place. A waitress 
approaches me. 


“May I help you?” 


“Um...I’m meant to be meeting Kingsley Collins? I think we 
have a reservation...” 


The woman looks me up and down, seeming surprised. I 
blush, feeling as though she’s judging me for my 
appearance. She must’ve seen Kinglsey earlier and is now 
struggling to pair the two of us together. It makes my 
stomach tighten with nerves. Does that mean he’s 
incredibly handsome? Yet another reason to be nervous 
about this. 


“Please follow me, Miss. He’s already seated.” 


My legs are wobbling as I follow her through the 
restaurant. But before we even arrive at my table, my eyes 
land on Kingsley and my heart flails inside my chest. 
There’s a reason I recognized his name. I’ve met Kingsley 
Collins before. 


He’s my brother’s ex-best friend... 


Kingsley 


Heat courses through my veins as Roxanne Young 
approaches me...or should I say, Ivy Miller. I recognize her 
right away, it’s been a while since I last saw her. The last 


time was at her father’s birthday party three years ago. The 
night I first lusted after her. 


And now, she’s got my cock rock hard in my pants within 
seconds. She looks incredible in her tight red dress, 
especially with her red lips parted in shock at the sight of 
me. She’s put two and two together and realized where she 
knows me from. I don’t blame her for not noticing me 
before...she was just walking by me on her way out of the 
party when we last met. But I never forgot the sashaying of 
her wide hips...or the smell of her perfume...or the beauty 
of her dark brown eyes. 


I can barely believe she’s here. She must be using a 
pseudonym to protect her identity. Her mouth is hanging 
open in shock even as she reaches out to shake my hand. I 
want to grab her and kiss her and let her know that she 
hasn’t left my mind for the past three years, but now that 
she’s here, I can’t afford to mess this up. 


“Good evening, Ivy,” I growl, unable to tear my eyes away 
from her. She blushes. 


“Kingsley...1 haven’t seen you since I was a kid...” 


I feel some kind of relief. I’m glad that she didn’t see me at 
the party where she last caught my eye. If she’d been able 
to forget me so easily after that, then I’d know I’m wasting 
my time with her. But as she looks me up and down 
anxiously, I sense that there’s lust on her part too. She 
seems so shy, but I can see she wants something from me 
too. 


“You must’ve missed me at your father’s sixtieth birthday 
party,” I say, filling in the gaps. She nods a little 
absentmindedly. Our hands are still locked together in a 
handshake, but I don’t want to let go. 


“Yeah and you haven’t really been around since.” 


“Your brother and I had a...disagreement. I guess we 
stopped being friends at around that time. But we’re not 
here to discuss that. Roxanne.” 


She blushes again and our hands finally let go of one 
another. I pull out her chair for her to sit down and she 
thanks me as I return to my seat. She clears her throat. 


“If I’d known it was you I was meeting. I would’ve used my 
real name...I’ve just never really wanted to use it for my 
writing. I guess I’m shy.” 


“T can’t think why that would be. You’ve just delivered us a 
masterpiece,” I say. I feel strangely protective of her. I want 
to reassure her of her brilliance. I want her to realize how 
much she’s worth. But she just keeps blushing and it’s 
evident that convincing her she’s good is going to take 
more than a few compliments. I offer her a smile. 


“Order anything you want. Dinner is on me. I’ve already 
ordered a bottle of champagne. We’re celebrating you 
tonight.” 


She blushes yet again, hiding behind the menu. God damn, 
she looks sexy. It’s even sexier knowing that she’s just 
shown me the best manuscript our company has received in 
years. She’s a damn good writer and that’s a massive turn 
on. Looking at her now, I know I wasn’t crazy to lust after 
her three years ago. I wasn’t crazy to keep her in the 
forefront of my mind since then. She’s something special, 
this girl..and now all I want to do is prove that to her. 
Starting with offering her a publishing contract that will 
change her life forever. 


A waiter comes to take our order and then suddenly, it’s just 
the two of us. There’s no menu for her to hide behind 


anymore. This is it. We’re going to face exactly what’s going 
on here and I couldn’t be more thrilled. It feels like fate 
brought her here tonight. Now is my chance. Now is my 
opportunity to make her mine. 


“So. Let’s talk about your work,” I say. “You...you’re 
something else, Ivy. Not many people would be able to 
produce something as accomplished as what you’ve shown 
us, especially as a debut novel. There’s something really 
special about it and we’re definitely interested in publishing 
it.” 


“For real?” Ivy says, widening her eyes. Her lack of faith in 
her own abilities is incredible, but the look of shock on her 
face is also extremely endearing. I can feel the urge within 
me to kiss her so strongly that I have to lean back in my 
seat to avoid temptation. 


“Yes, Ivy. I don’t normally read manuscripts personally, but 
my top editor told me to check out what you’d sent, and I 
was very impressed. The romance is sizzling, the emotion is 
raw, and the storyline is perfect. It’s got everything a 
romance novel needs and more. So don’t look so surprised. 
You’re exactly what I’m looking for.” 


In more ways than one, I can’t help thinking. I wish she was 
mine so that I could make her see how incredible she is. I 
need her to be mine so that I can worship her beautiful 
body and make her see how much she’s worth. I know our 
relationship must be kept entirely professional, and yet I 
want to do things to her that shouldn’t even be thought 
about in a work environment. What would her brother say if 
he knew she was here with me? What would her father say 
too? I’m sure her brother has made certain that her father 
is aware of how I feel towards her. Neither of them 
approve, but they’re not my concern. I want her...and her 


only. If she wants me back, then who am I to stop this from 
happening? 


“Cheers to you and your new career,” I tell her with a smile. 
She nervously raises her glass and clinks it against mine. 


“To my new career...and to working together.” 


I grin as I take my first sip. Now that’s something I can 
definitely drink to. 


CHAPTER TWO 


ic 


I can barely believe I’m sitting here with my older brother’s 
ex best friend, about to get a publishing deal as if it’s the 
most natural thing in the world. Nothing about this is 
natural at all. I haven’t seen this guy in years and now, all of 
a sudden, I can’t believe what I’ve been missing. 


It’s not just that he’s incredibly handsome, or that he makes 
my skin tingle every time I look at him. It’s that we have so 
much in common, so many connections and a million 
reasons why we would be perfect for each other. Call me 
crazy, but sitting here right now with the chemistry sizzling 
between us, I think he might be the one. 


I’m feeling a little giddy at this point. With our meals 
finished, I’m on my second glass of champagne and I can 
feel sparks flying. I’m more drunk on him than I am on the 
champagne. When I look into his eyes I feel something 
stirring in me. I try to fight it. I try to be confident enough 
not to pull my gaze away. But it feels as though he’s set 
every single one of my nerve endings alight. It feels like he’s 
giving me no choice, but to succumb to his handsome smile 


and his sexy body. All I want is for him to tell me that he 
wants to get out of this place and find somewhere we can 
be alone together. But since that’s not going to happen, I 
know I should just enjoy this moment...especially when 
there’s no way in hell that he’s having the same thoughts as 
Iam. 


“It’s good to be here with you,” Kingsley says to me with a 
smile that could melt butter. “I’ve missed having your 
brother around, you know. You’re like him in a lot of ways.” 


I blush. “I never thought we had all that much in common to 
be honest.” 


“T can tell you have the same sense of humor...he always 
was a good laugh. You’re just a little more shy than he is,” 
Kingsley growls, looking me up and down. I blush again. 
When he’s looking at me like that, how can I possibly do 
anything, but go weak in the knees for him? 


“I guess we do have that in common...Kingsley, can I ask 
you a personal question?” 


Kingsley leans back in his seat, his arm over the back of his 
chair in a casual way. He looks so relaxed. How is he so 
relaxed? Can’t he feel the tension building between us? 


“I just wanted to ask you about what happened with you 
and my brother... mean, you don’t have to tell me if it’s 
something personal.” 


Kingsley smiles at me. “Hey, we’re going to be working 
together. We may as well get to know each other properly, 
ask me anything you want.” 


“I just.... want to know why he stopped talking to you. It just 
seemed strange to me. He used to talk about you all the 
time. You guys were thick as thieves.” 


“Yeah, I guess we were once.” 


“So what changed? It’s been how long? Three years? Since 
you stopped speaking, I mean. I just...it seems so sad.” 


Kingsley shrugs. “It was sad. He was always a good friend 
of mine. Our friendship lasted a good twelve years after we 
left school, but I did something that he didn’t like.” 


I frown, feeling an ache in my chest for Kingsley. He actually 
looks a little sad about this conversation. I want to reach for 
his hand, but I know it would be totally inappropriate. I’m 
already pushing a thousand boundaries here considering 
that Kingsley is going to be almost like my boss soon. 


“You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to.” 


Kingsley looks me deep in the eye. “No, I should explain. 
After all, this involves you too.” 


I blink in surprise. “It does?” 
He nods. “I mean...it’s mostly about you.” 


I can’t believe it. Why would my brother and Kingsley fight 
over me for any reason? I barely even know Kingsley. I 
haven’t even seen him around since I was a kid. Him and 
Jasper always used to go off and do their own thing, given 
that they’re quite a bit older than me anyway. Kingsley 
barely knows me...so what have I missed? 


“What happened?” 


Kingsley sighs, sipping his champagne. “It was at your 
Dad’s sixtieth birthday...obviously your brother asked me 
along as his guest. We were having a good time. I was 
standing with him just talking to some women...he was 
trying to flirt with both of them simultaneously.” 


“That I can believe.” 


The ghost of a smirk rests on Kingsley’s lips. “Yeah, exactly. 
Anyway, I wasn’t paying all that much attention. The women 
didn’t interest me, no woman has ever really caught my 
eye. That was...until I saw a woman across the room. 
Someone who took my breath away.” 


I feel my heart sink in my chest. It hurts hearing him talk 
about another woman in that way. It’s ridiculous, really, 
especially since I’ve only just started feeling this way. But 
my attraction to him is so strong that I feel like he’s mine. I 
feel like I have some kind of claim on him because how can 
anyone else possibly feel as much for him as I do? But I 
have to stop acting crazy. We barely even know each other. 
So I just nod uncomfortably, waiting for him to continue the 
story. He’s smiling ever so slightly, as though the memory of 
that night is something he remembers fondly. 


“She looked incredible, but she didn’t even look my way. I 
watched her for quite some time...I was pretending to be 
engaged in the conversation with your brother, but all I saw 
was this enigmatic young woman...and I wanted her to be 
mine.” 


My stomach twists with jealousy. I want to be that woman. I 
want him to be so obsessed with me that he can’t take his 
eyes off me. But what would he see in someone like me? 
He’s so handsome, so smart, so well-off...he could have 
anyone. What would he want with the curvy little sister of 
his ex-best friend. 


“T watched her for a long time, and even though she didn’t 
notice. Jasper did,” Kingsley growls. He seems angry about 
that, as though Jasper has really screwed him over. I cross 
my arms over my chest defensively. Suddenly, all I want is 
for him to stop talking. I can’t bear for him to tell me there’s 
another woman in his life. 


“What’s this got to do with me?” 


His eyes soften. I sense the shift in his mood right away. 
“Don’t you see, Ivy? You were the woman I was watching.” 


It feels like there’s no air left in the room. The restaurant 
fades into the background. It’s just me and him now. I can’t 
breathe, but I’m holding back a smile. He wanted me? I can 
barely believe it. I know he said this whole thing was about 
me, but I’d never have guessed in a million years that he 
wanted me. 


a Me?” 


“Yes, Ivy. You looked so beautiful that night...and it changed 
everything for me. I’ve never felt that way toward someone 
before. I hadn’t had a conversation with you in years, or 
even heard that much about you. But I knew in that 
moment that you were everything,” Kingsley says. “But 
your brother...when he saw me looking at you like that...he 
knew exactly what was on my mind. He knew I wanted you 
desperately. He knew I was obsessed from the moment I 
laid eyes on you and he told me never to come near you 
again.” 


I gasp. “But...but that’s not his choice to make.” 


“T hated him for it,” Kingsley growls. “I would never want to 
disrespect him, but when I saw you, I knew I’d do anything 
to have you. I’ve been searching for you for years, Ivy. All 
my life I’ve been waiting for a woman like you. Someone 
beautiful and smart, someone who is so incredible without 
even knowing it.” 


“You...you really think those things about me?” 


“Of course, how could I not? You showed up here tonight 
looking like that...and damn, I could barely hold myself back 
from you,” Kingsley growls. And now I can see the hunger 
in his eyes. I can see the desperation in the way they look 


me up and down. How could I miss it before? Was I really so 
blind to that look he was giving me? Was I so unwilling to 
believe he could see me the way I see him? 


“The fact that you’re here tonight with me...it feels like it 
was meant to be,” he says gruffly, leaning in closer. “I want 
to get to know you better, Ivy. I want to know that I’m not 
imagining the way you make me feel...and I want to give 
you everything you’ve ever deserved.” 


Kingsley 


I’m breathing hard. Every possessive muscle in my body is 
desperate to reach out and grab her and make her mine. 
I’ve told her exactly what’s on my mind, and now there’s no 
escaping it. She knows how much I want her. 


She could get up and walk away right now. She could leave 
the prospect of the publishing contract behind. Now that 
she knows how good she is, she’ll be snapped up by a 
publisher any time now. She doesn’t need me. She could go 
home now and tell her brother all about this and laugh. 


But she’s not moving. She’s looking at me with soft eyes and 
it’s making her even more irresistible. She seems to be 
breathing just as hard as I am. Does that mean she feels it 
too? Does she want me the way I want her? Is it possible for 
her to feel anything as intense as what’s making my heart 
race right now? 


“Say something,” I growl. The suspense is killing me. Her 
cheeks turn red. 


“1...1 wasn’t expecting that. Not one bit...but... but...” 


I lean in closer. “Tell me what you’re thinking.” 


Her lips part and a small, nervous gasp leaves her lips. “I...1 
want to see what this is too...1 wasn’t expecting this when I 
came here tonight... but I feel something too.” 


I can’t help letting a smile spread across my lips. Now that I 
know we’re on the same page, it’s almost impossible not to 
reach over the table and kiss her. But this was meant to be 
a professional meeting. I’ve already pushed the boundaries 
tonight. She was too irresistible to ignore...but I’m going to 
make sure she knows that I’ll put her first. Which means 
putting her career first. 


“How about this, let’s work closely on this project together. 
Let’s see where it takes us and your career. We can figure 
things out along the way, what do you think?” 


She nods nervously, her cheeks seemingly permanently 
blushing now. “I think...I think that sounds good.” 


“So the contract, you want to sign it? You want us to be 
your publisher?” 


“1...1 can’t think of anyone better to represent me,” she 
whispers, showing me her sweet smile. God, she’s so sexy. I 
don’t even think she realizes how gorgeous she is. I pour us 
both another glass of champagne. 


“Well then, it’s settled. You can come to the offices 
tomorrow and we'll make this official. I'll draw up a 
contract for you. And don’t worry. lll ensure you have 
access to the very best in my company, the best editors, the 
best promoters, the best artists for the cover, you’re going 
to have everything you could possibly want. I’ll take care of 
you.” 


“Kingsley, I can’t thank you enough. It feels like everything 
is coming together for me.” 


“You deserve it,” I growl, trying to keep my eyes on her face 
and not her sexy body. “You have everything we’re looking 
for and more, and I guess the forbidden love story you’ve 
come up with speaks to me personally. Which brings me 
onto something else, perhaps it might be best not to 
mention this to your father or your brother.” 


Her eyes widen. “The whole thing? Kingsley, they’re going 
to find out eventually. What will I tell them when my book is 
published?” 


“I know, I don’t mean forever. Just for a few weeks so that 
we can get ourselves settled. What do you think?” 


She studies me for a moment before she nods. “That makes 
sense, Okay. I told them I was out with friends from work 
tonight anyway.” 


I watch her with lust filling me up entirely. My cock has 
been hard this entire meal just at the thought of being here 
with her, but now that I know there’s a possibility of more. I 
can barely contain myself. I want her more than anything. 
But I have to move slowly. I have to savor every moment. I 
have to make sure I get what I’ve waited three years for. 


“In that case. I think we have ourselves a business deal, 
Ivy...or Should I say, Roxanne.” 


“TI drink to that.” 


CHAPTER THREE 


Iw 


Kingsley insists on seeing me home, even though we both 
know it’s a bad idea for him to be within any amount of 
distance from my family. Before tonight, all I knew was that 
Jasper hates Kingsley. Now that I know why, I know that if 
he spotted him here with me there would definitely be a 
fight. Still, I can’t help loving the fact that he’s sitting in the 
back of a taxi with me, his hand resting over mine on the 
middle seat as though he’s silently claiming me as his own. 


And strangely enough, I want to belong to him. Seeing him 
tonight has awoken this desire to be his and only his. I’ve 
never been attracted to any man before, though I’ve always 
known I wanted to find the right one. Now, this one wants 
me and he’s as manly as they come. He exudes dominance, 
sex appeal, danger and I’m so attracted to it. 


But my family would never approve. They won’t even 
approve of me signing my publishing contract, even though 
it'll kick start the career I’ve always wanted. That won’t 
matter to them. They’ll see that Kingsley is involved and 


think it’s suspicious, especially given the tension between 
us. 


But I trust Kingsley. Maybe that’s foolish of me...I barely 
know him. And yet this feels so right. How can anything that 
feels this way be bad for me? 


I don’t want the night to end, but soon enough, we're 
pulling up in front of my father’s apartment building. I want 
to find excuses to make this last just a little longer, but I 
can’t think of anything to keep me here. 


His hand caresses mine as he slides a business card into my 
hand. It’s a business transaction in itself, but it feels like so 
much more than that. With his details inscribed on the 
back, it feels like a promise of more of what we shared 
tonight. His finger lingers under my chin for a moment, 
tilting my chin so that I’ll look him in the eyes. As though I 
need any more persuasion. 


“Come to my offices tomorrow. Illl be waiting for you,” he 
growls. It feels like he’s set my entire body alight. My skin is 
burning with desire. As I clamber out of the car, I can still 
feel the ghost of his touch on me. I watch his taxi drive 
away, wishing I was in it with him. But I know this is a 
sensible idea, coming back home. I don’t want to make my 
family suspicious. Plus, I’m going to need a hell of a long 
time to process all these thoughts that I’m having. 


I make my way inside, hoping that my father and brother 
will have gone to bed. It’s nearly midnight, after all. 
Normally they’d both be asleep. But when I approach our 
apartment and see that there’s light coming from 
underneath the door, I have to steel myself. They’re still 
awake and I have a horrible feeling that I’m about to be 
questioned. 


As soon as I open the door, I see that both of them are 
staring at me from their place on the couch. Jasper stands 
up and stalks toward me, his look thunderous. 


“Where the hell have you been? And at this time, don’t lie to 
us.” 


I blink in surprise. “What? I don’t know what you’re talking 
about.” 


“Oh, I think you do. You told us you were out with friends 
and yet that’s not what we’re hearing,” my father says, 
folding his arms over his chest. “So why don’t we start 
again? Where have you been?” 


“Dad, what the hell? Why are you being so nosey?” 


“Because we know now that you’re a liar” Jasper snaps. 
“This is Kingsley’s fault, that snake has turned you on us.” 


I gasp. How the hell do they know I was out with Kingsley? 
My father watches me with disappointment in his eyes as he 
shakes his head. 


“A friend of Jasper’s saw you out with Kingsley. I’m shocked 
at you, Ivy. What were you thinking, meeting up with an 
older man for a date?” 


“Tt wasn’t a date!” I say hurriedly. I need to try and salvage 
this somehow, or I’m going to end up ruining everything for 
me and Kingsley. “I didn’t even realize who I was meeting 
until I got there.” 


“So you went out to meet someone who you thought was a 
stranger? I thought you had more sense than that.” 


“Let me finish!” I snap. I wouldn’t normally talk back to my 
father, but today, I feel like I have to protect my own back. 
“T’ve been sending my manuscript to various publishers. 


Kingsley emailed me saying he was interested in what I 
wrote. He wants to offer me a publishing contract.” 


“Sure he does,” Jasper snarls. “I know he’s got ulterior 
motives, Ivy.” 


“That’s not possible. I sent my manuscript under a 
pseudonym,” I say cooly. “Plus, I didn’t realize that Kingsley 
was the CEO of the company. So it was a shock to both of us 
to see one another tonight.” 


“You can’t trust him,” Jasper growls. “He’s not interested in 
your work. He wants you in a different way, Ivy. Why do you 
think I stopped speaking to him?” 


“T can handle myself. It’s none of your business if I went to 
dinner with him!” 


“It is when we’re worried about you,” my father says gruffly. 
“You need to learn to be more careful, and you should see 
this as a warning. You’re clearly too naive to be trusted...so 
maybe we should be keeping a closer eye on you.” 


“I’m twenty-one! You can’t stop me from doing things.” 


“T can while you’re living under my roof,” my father snaps. 
“You won’t see that man again, do you hear me? You'll stay 
away from him.” 


“But what about my career? Don’t you care about that at 
all? This is what I’ve always wanted,” I cry out, grasping at 
straws. Being published comes second at this moment in 
time...all I want is to be able to explore what’s happening 
with Kingsley. There will always be opportunities to get 
scouted, but what I have with him...that’s irreplaceable. 


“There will be other chances,” my father says sternly. “ But if 
you want to continue living here then you'll live by my 
rules.” 


“He’s trouble, Ivy,” Jasper growls. “Stay the hell away from 
him, it’s for your own good. And don’t lie to us again. We’ll 
find out.” 


I feel tears filling my eyes. I feel like I’m being bullied by 
kids on a playground. They’re trying to control me and I 
can’t stand it. But I can’t get kicked out. I have nowhere to 
go, that is until I get my publishing deal. So I guess I’m just 
going to have to get crafty. Because there’s no way in hell 
I’m missing out on the opportunity of a lifetime. 


And there’s no chance I’m missing out on a chance to be 
with Kingsley, either. 


“Fine,” I whisper bitterly. “I won’t see him again.” 


“Good girl,” my father says softly, though Jasper is still 
glaring at me. I can feel the coldness in his gaze, but I won’t 
let him intimidate me out of this decision. I’ve made up my 
mind. As I silently head to my bedroom, my mind is already 
going into overdrive, trying to figure out how I’m going to 
get away with seeing Kingsley without them knowing. 


I guess I’m just going to have to get crafty. 


Kingsley 


Arriving back at my penthouse apartment, I feel like a 
different man to the one I was before I went to dinner. I rip 
off my tie, feeling like I need air. My skin is hot. My cock is 
still hard, pushing against the material of my trousers. 


I can barely believe the way that tonight has panned out. I 
never expected Ivy to walk into that restaurant looking so 
damn incredible, most writers I meet are nothing like her. I 
thought her alter ego, Roxanne, might be a stuffy middle 
aged woman. But Ivy...she’s incredible. I’ve dreamt of her 


every night for three years, thinking of all the things I’d do 
to her sexy body if she let me and now I’m one step closer 
to making that a reality. 


I growl to myself, feeling like I need to unleash the beast 
she’s woken within me. I want so desperately to feel the 
release she’d give me if I was allowed to fuck her, to come 
inside her, to finally feel her body against mine...but that 
won't be tonight. This torture is killing me. I’m half tempted 
to get in my car and drive back to her father’s apartment. I 
could knock down the door. I could find her, sweep her up in 
my arms and then make her mine. I could take her home 
with me and we’d be happy. Away from her judgmental 
family, we could really make something work. 


But she’s loyal to them, and I’m not going to meddle with 
that. It would be cruel. We’re just going to have to find a 
way to make Jasper approve of us...though I know that’s 
going to be near impossible when he hates my damn guts. 


I feel a surge of anger inside me. He’s the one obstacle 
keeping me from the only woman I’ve ever wanted. If he 
wasn’t so judgmental then I’d be with her right this second, 
taking her until she screams my name into the night. But 
until he changes his mind, I’ll have to be her secret. So long 
as she’s willing to do this though I’m game. This is the 
closest I’ve been to getting what I want in years. I’m not 
going to allow anything to break us apart. 


My phone rings in my pocket and I fish it out, feeling 
suspicious. I don’t tend to get calls this late at night. When I 
see that it’s a number I don’t recognize, I feel my stomach 
twist. I can guess who it is. 


Jasper must have broken Ivy down or found out about our 
dinner somehow. I take a deep breath. I don’t want to talk 
to him. I know I might do or say something TIl regret. Ivy 
has managed to bring out a side to me I didn’t know I 


had...a possessive, protective beast that would do anything 
to defend her. But I can’t ignore this call. It might be my 
only chance to make things right. 


I pick up. 
“Kingsley speaking.” 


“You lying bastard,” Jasper hisses on the other end of the 
line. “You told me you’d stay away, you told me you’d never 
go near my sister again.” 


I take a deep breath, beginning to pace the room. “There’s 
been a misunderstanding, Jasper. I didn’t meet her 
deliberately. We were brought together by chance.” 


“That’s what my sister said. Did you tell her to lie to me? 
Are you really cold enough to try and turn her against me?” 


“T did nothing of the sort,” I snarl. “You need to back the 
hell off, Jasper. You’re making assumptions about things you 
don’t understand.” 


“Oh I understand, alright. I know what your intentions are 
with her. I’ll never forget the way you looked at her. She’s 
my little sister. I’m not letting you anywhere near her 
again.” 


“That’s not exactly your choice to make,” I growl. “Why 
don’t you just leave her be? I’m offering her the world.” 


“In exchange for what? Sleeping with you?” 


“T would never do anything like that,” I snap. The anger 
within me is rising like an erupting volcano. He doesn’t 
understand what Ivy and I have. He thinks it’s purely 
sexual, as though I’m some kind of animal. Just because she 
brings out this animalistic side of me, it doesn’t mean that’s 
all I want from her. I want every single part of her. I want to 
know her like the back of my hand. I want to be with her for 


the rest of my life. I could prove that to him if he’d let me, 
but all he wants to see is the negative side to me. He 
doesn’t believe that I can be honest, caring, protective, or 
even decent. It just goes to show that the man I used to call 
my best friend doesn’t even know me at all. 


“I don’t trust you,” Jasper hisses. “You’re not my friend 
anymore. You lost that right when I caught you staring at 
her at that party.” 


“You took that way too seriously, Jasper. Your sister is a 
beautiful woman, and so much more than that too. I’m a 
good man. I stayed away. But now that fate has brought us 
back together...” 


“I don’t believe in fate,” Jasper snarls. “And even if I did, 
she’s not the one for you. I’m telling you now, she’s not 
going near you again. lll make sure of it. And if I find out 
you’ve been within even a mile of her, I’ll be paying you a 
visit with my father.” 


I snort. “What, so you need your Daddy to come and help 
you show me who’s boss? Well it sure as hell ain’t you. You 
don’t concern me one bit, Jasper. If I were you, I’d give up 
now. I always get what I want. And I want her.” 


I end the call without another thought. I’m so angry that I 
feel like I could explode. I know that phone call went 
terribly. It certainly hasn’t done anything to solve the issue 
between me and Jasper. I wish I could turn back time to 
three years ago and prove to him that I’m good for his 
sister. I wish I could make him understand that Ivy means 
more to me than just some one night stand. I want her in 
every single way possible, but he’s never going to believe 
me. He’s never going to understand, and he’s always going 
to try and punish me for it. But if I have to lock horns with 
him in order to have her, then so be it. If I have to run him 
into the ground, I will. He might be my old best friend, but 


Ivy is everything. I meant what I said when I promised him 
Pd make her mine. No matter what he does or says, I’m 
going to get her. 


And when I do, he’ll be sorry he ever tried to stand in my 
way. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


Iw 


Today, it’s time to take a risk or two. It’s my first meeting 
with Kingsley this morning, and I’ve already got someone at 
work to cover my shift. Fortunately for me, that means that 
Jasper and my father are already convinced I’m going to be 
on a shift and not up to mischief. I dress how I often do for 
work in a pretty dress with flat shoes, but I make the effort 
to do my hair and makeup. I want to look my best for 
Kingsley. 


The thought of seeing him has my stomach in knots. He’s 
got the ability to make me so nervous that I feel a little light 
in the head, but in the best possible way. I want to get lost 
in his dreamy eyes. I want to run my hands over his rock 
hard abs. I want to hear his low growl in my ear and feel his 
lips on my neck. Anything he has to offer me, I'll take, 
because I want all of him. I feel like I’m ravenous for him...a 
sensation I never expected to feel. But now that it’s here, 
the last thing I want to do is lose it. 


As I’m heading for the door, Jasper is hanging around on 
the sofa. He offers me a smile as I walk past. I’m not feeling 


particularly friendly toward him, but I return the smile 
anyway. I have to at least pretend that I’m not furious with 
him for ruining everything. If I let on that he’s gotten to me 
then it’ll make keeping this a secret even harder. 


“Hey, sis,” he says. “I just wanted to say, I’m sorry last night 
got a little ugly. I know you were really excited about the 
publishing contract, but like Dad said, there will be other 
opportunities. I just don’t want you getting caught up in 
Kingsley’s lies. I know from experience that he can’t be 
trusted.” 


I wish I could roll my eyes right now. He doesn’t have a clue 
what he’s talking about. I try to feel some sympathy toward 
him. I know he’s just trying to be a good older brother and 
protect me, but his efforts are achieving the opposite. He’s 
stopping me from getting what I want. At least he thinks he 
is. 


“Let’s just forget about it. I have to go to work.” 
“Of course, sis...work hard!” 


I leave the apartment without another word. I don’t want to 
spend any more time with my brother than I have to right 
now. Especially considering that every second wasted with 
him is one without Kingsley. 


I make my way over to King Press’ offices, feeling 
anticipation coursing through my veins. This whole thing 
feels surreal, but I’m ready to embrace it. I enter the 
building and one of the security guards approaches me 
right away. 


“You must be Roxanne,” he says. “Mr. Collins asked me to 
give you a pass for the building so that you have access to 
all areas. You'll find his offices on the top floor.” 


He hands me a pass and I feel a rush of excitement. It 
makes everything feel so official and exciting. I head to the 
elevator, clutching my pass in my hand and press the button 
for the top floor. As I’m shooting upward, my heart is in my 
throat. Seeing him again is going to send my heart into 
overdrive, but I don’t mind one bit. I want him to make me 
feel every single thing possible. 


I find his office easily enough and prepare myself to enter. I 
knock on his door and he opens it almost immediately. Our 
eyes lock for a moment before his eyes drift over my body. I 
try to keep my breathing steady, but damn...when he’s 
looking at me like that, I feel completely at his mercy. 


“Good morning, Ivy,” he says, stepping aside to let me 
inside. “Please, come in.” 


I take a seat in front of his desk, feeling glad I don’t have to 
stand any longer. My knees have been wobbling just at the 
thought of seeing him. Now that I’m here, the sensation is 
even more intense. 


His hand brushes my shoulder ever so slightly as he circles 
back around to his side of the desk. He smiles at me, 
stealing my breath away with his one singular action. 


“So, here’s what we need to do this morning,” he says 
gruffly. “We need to get your contract signed, and then we 
can begin the editing process. I thought maybe we’d take a 
trip to the library. I always find that being surrounded by 
books gets my creative juices flowing. We can take it easy, 
we’re in no rush.” 


I nod, but I disagree. I’m completely in a rush. Firstly 
because I need to get this deal done and dusted by signing 
legal documents before my father and brother can stop me. 
But mostly...1 need to get to touching Kingsley. I need to feel 
his body against mine. I know they say that good things 


come to those who wait, but I feel I’ve waited long enough 
to feel a connection like this. Now, all I want is to explore it. 


“Pm happy with that,” I tell him, hoping to set the wheels in 
motion. I love the idea of being in a library with him, books 
used to be my favorite thing until I found myself addicted to 
this man yesterday. To have both at once is going to send 
me into overdrive. 


Kingsley pushes a contract toward me. “Take your time to 
read it. I assure you, we’re giving you the best deal 
possible. A large advance, a large cut of your royalties and 
the best marketing money can buy. I only want the best for 
you, Ivy. But of course, take your time to read it.” 


I nod, though I know I don’t need to read the contract, 
really. I trust him entirely. I know that he wants what’s best 
for me. So I merely skim the text for the next ten minutes 
before taking up the pen and signing my name on the 
dotted line. My heart is pumping hard, but with a quick 
flourish of my wrist, it’s done. It’s official now. I take a deep 
breath and look up at Kingsley with a smile. He returns the 
favor before taking the contract back. 


“Well, I guess all I should say is welcome aboard. Now, let’s 
go and hang out in a library.” 


Half an hour later, we’re standing in the magnificent central 
library together. It’s quiet as we weave between the shelves 
together. His hand resting on the small of my back and I can 
barely breathe. I want him to grab me and take me right 
here, but I know we could easily be caught. And yet, the 
thought of getting hot and heavy between the shelves is so 
hot that I can feel wetness pooling between my thighs. 


“Its beautiful here,” I whisper, trying to block out my own 
thoughts. “I love the smell of books.” 


“Me too,” Kingsley growls in my ear. He’s close enough that 
I can feel his breath on my neck. “But damn...you smell 
even better.” 


I turn around to face him, breathing hard. We’re alone in 
the aisle. He presses his hand on the shelf above my head, 
leaning in closer. His body is soon pressing mine against the 
Shelf. I let out a gasp. I’ve never been this up close and 
personal with a man before. I can feel his manhood 
pressing up against my core, hard and insistent. Our eyes 
meet and there’s a playful look in his gaze. 


“Its nice and quiet here...don’t you think?” he growls 
seductively. “The perfect place for a little privacy...” 


His voice sends a pleasurable shiver down my spine. I lean 
in closer to him, encouraging him to make his move. But he 
doesn’t...not yet, at least. He runs his spare hand over my 
cheek, brushing his thumb over my lips. The teasing action 
is so erotic that I can barely contain myself, but I wait. I 
want him to make the move first...and the longer I wait for 
it, the better it’ll feel when he gives in and kisses me. 


“Pm very much looking forward to working with 
you...Roxanne,” he growls. And then, before I can even 
catch my breath, he kisses me. 


Kingsley 


Her lips are feverishly hot against mine. Her body relaxes, 
melting against the feeling of my body. I press into her 
further, allowing my tongue to slide into her mouth as my 
cock presses close to her. I want to take her right here up 
against these shelves. I want to lift her skirt and slide inside 


her, wrapping her legs around my waist so I can thrust into 
her. I want chaos. I want passion. But I also want to get out 
of here without a criminal conviction, so for now, I'll just 
enjoy the feeling of what I can get away with. 


My hand finds her breast over her sundress as we kiss. 
She’s a handful even for my large hands, and I growl in 
pleasure. I love every curve of her body. I love the way she 
trembles beneath my touch. I stop kissing her and move my 
lips to her neck, gently kissing and nipping the skin there. 
She gasps loudly so I cover her mouth with one hand and 
she moans gently against me as I continue to explore her 
breasts and kiss her neck. 


I want to make her feel good. I want to feel her bucking 
against my hand as I pleasure her. So before I can decide 
it’s a bad idea, I let one hand drift down toward her legs. I 
slowly drag my fingers up her thigh, making her shiver. 
When I press my hand up against her pussy, I can feel how 
wet she is even through her underwear. I groan in pleasure. 


“Seems like you want this,” I growl in her ear. “Do you want 
me to pleasure you, baby?” 


“Yes,” she breathes without a moment’s hesitation. I can tell 
she’s nervous from the way her eyes keep darting to the 
side, looking to see if we have company, but as I slowly 
tease her through her underwear, she presses herself 
closer to me and I know that she doesn’t want to back out. 
She wants this as much as I do. 


I push her panties to the side and touch her sopping wet 
pussy for the first time. My fingers slide easily over her 
folds, finding her clit easily. I tease it slowly and she moans 
against me. She presses her lips into my shoulder to stop 
her moans from escaping her so easily. Her hot breath on 
my shoulder is making me hard as hell, but this moment is 
all about her. As I continue to rub against her clit, I can 


barely believe how lucky I am to be pleasuring the woman 
of my dreams. I lean in close to her ear. 


“T love how wet you are for me.” 


She gasps against my shoulder and I move my fingers 
closer to her entrance. I want to delve deep inside her and 
give her the pleasure she deserves. I want her to come for 
me over and over again. But I don’t think we have the 
luxury of time here. We could be caught at any moment. So 
when I slide two fingers inside her for the first time, I know 
I’m going to give her unspeakable pleasure, but I’m going 
to do it so fast that she barely has time to breathe. 


I know exactly how to pleasure her. This is new to me, but it 
comes as a natural instinct. I knew the moment I laid eyes 
on her three years ago that we’d get to this point some day. 
I push my fingers inside her and she bucks against me, 
pulling me closer to her. There’s no way in hell that she 
can’t feel my hard cock pressing against her, but I like it. I 
want her to know how turned on I am by her. 


She reaches up to kiss me and I suddenly lose all 
composure. She’s released the beast within me and now it’s 
running wild. I have to have her. I don’t care if we get 
caught. My fingers quicken their pace, moving in and out of 
her faster and making her cry out louder than she should in 
a place like this. We’re breaking every rule possible, but it 
feels so damn good. All I know is how good it feels to be 
inside her, even if not in the way that I really want to be. 


I could do it. I could take this risk up another notch. I 
imagine how good it would be to push inside her for the 
first time. I imagine the sweet moans that would leave her 
lips. I imagine how wet she’s be and how easy it would be to 
move deep inside her. I growl to myself, trying desperately 
to keep myself under control. First, I’ll give her pleasure 


like she’s never known. And then, when she’s still riding her 
high, I’ll fuck her right here and now. 


My thumb begins to pleasure her clit and she moans 
against my lips, kissing me passionately. I know she must be 
close. Her wetness is soaking my fingers now. I move 
deeper inside her, adding a third finger and feeling her 
grinding against me. I take a moment to look at her body. 
It’s so hot to see my hand disappearing up her dress, to 
hear how wet she is as I pleasure her, to see her breathing 
hard as she tries to control herself. But I don’t need her to 
control herself. I need her to give into me entirely. 


“Give in to me,” I growl in her ear. As I do, her eyes widen 
and I feel her buck against me. She cries out, muffling the 
sound in my shoulder once again. Her juices soak my 
fingers. Her body presses against mine and I growl in 
satisfaction. Now, I can give her pleasure once again...and 
get some of my own. 


I’m moving to unzip my trousers when I hear footsteps 
close by. I curse under my breath and Ivy looks shocked. 
She immediately straightens her dress and her hand slips 
into mine, letting me pull her away. We disappear further 
into the library, hand in hand breathing hard. By the time 
we’re completely alone again, I’ve come to my senses. I 
don’t know what came over me, thinking we could get away 
with having sex somewhere as public as here...but damn, 
touching her was so erotic. She giggles quietly as her eyes 
meet mine, and I know she’s thinking the exact same thing. 
I steal a kiss from her still hot lips, allowing my hands to 
find her waist. When I’m touching her like this, it’s easy to 
understand how I was driven to distraction earlier. But I 
have to be sensible now. I don’t want to get her into trouble. 
What we’re exploring between us is already causing her 
enough problems. Instead, I kiss her gently. 


“T want to do that again...do you?” 


She nods, her innocent eyes lit up with excitement. She’s as 
fascinated by this thing between us as I am. I take a deep 
breath. 


“Good. Then you won’t mind me asking you out on a date 
tonight.” 


She takes a deep breath. I can see that she’s concerned 
about how she’s going to sneak out to meet me. I know 
she’s worried about that. But slowly, she nods. 


“I want to go out with you...I’ll find a way. I’ll make it 
happen.” 


I kiss her once more. My cock is throbbing in my pants and 
I wish I could have her right this second. But it'll be worth 
the wait when I have her tonight. I can take her out first 
and treat her like a princess, the way she deserves. I can 
prove to her that I’m serious about this. And then I can take 
her back to my place and we'll pick up where we left off. 


“Maybe we should actually get some work done while we’re 
here, yeah?” I murmur playfully in her ear. She giggles 
once more. 


a Okay.” 


CHAPTER FIVE 


Iw 


Once again, I’m going to lie to my family. Once again, I’m 
going to disobey the orders of the people who care most 
about me. Or at least they did...until Kingsley showed up 
and stole that title from them. And therefore, I don’t feel so 
guilty about sneaking out to see him. 


It’s getting close to eight o’clock. Kingsley said he’d meet 
me outside at eight in a taxi so that we can go for drinks. 
But since I can’t dress up for drinks, I guess I’m going to 
have to get creative. But by the time this night is over, my 
family is going to be so mad with me that they'll have steam 
coming out of their ears. 


I’m still wearing my sundress as I head into our kitchenette. 
I can feel my heart thudding against my ribcage as I tie up 
the trash bags, ready to take to the chute. Except the 
second I’ve ditched them, I’m not coming back to the 
apartment. I’m going to run downstairs and get in a car 
with Kingsley before they even notice something is up. 
When I don’t come back, there will be inevitable questions. 
There will be missed calls. There will be furious texts. But 


I’ll ignore them all. I know I’m making a risky decision by 
going out, but I have to. I need to see Kingsley. I need to 
have more of what we had earlier today. 


I can still feel his lips on mine. I can still feel the quivering 
of my legs from when he touched me for the first time. I’m 
still aroused from the whole experience. And I know that 
tonight he’ll give me all that and more. I know that tonight 
is the night he’ll take me. 


But I guess there’s one vital piece of information I’ve yet to 
tell him. I’m a virgin. Despite being a romance author, 
despite having written about sex in explicit detail, despite 
sounding like I know what I’m talking about...it’s all new to 
me. I have no idea how he'll react when he finds out, but at 
some point tonight, I have to let him know. It’s yet another 
factor that adds pressure onto tonight, but something tells 
me that everything is going to be okay. It’s all going to run 
smoothly tonight, and tomorrow is a problem to think about 
later. 


I never thought I’d have the guts for something like this, 
but as I carry the trash bags through the living room, 
passing by my brother and my father, they don’t even look 
up at me. They’re almost making it too easy for me. I can’t 
help smiling to myself as I slip out of the door. This 
dangerous game is a risky one, and yet I feel like I’ve got 
this whole thing under my control. 


I ditch the bags and rush for the elevator. My heart is 
racing and I’m sweating a little. I’m leaving one fear behind 
and facing another...my feelings for Kingsley. Feelings so 
intense that they threaten to overwhelm me entirely. It 
scares me how quickly I’ve fallen for him, but I can’t back 
out now. It’s going to be all or nothing with me and him, and 
I’ve just surrendered all my chips for him. 


His taxi is waiting for me outside. I get in quickly, breathing 
hard. He quickly captures my lips in a kiss that takes what 
air I had remaining away from me. I feel light-headed and 
dizzy. As the taxi drives off, he caresses my cheek. 


“Are you alright?” 
“T will be,” I breathe. “Where are we going?” 


“Im going to take you to a nice bar in town, it serves 
fantastic cocktails.” 


I blush. “I’m not really dressed for it...I couldn’t wear 
anything nice without raising their suspicions.” 


“You look beautiful,” he growls. “But I brought you a 
surprise. I figured you’d want to change into something 
more comfortable.” 


He slides a gift box across the seat. When I open it, I gasp. 
It’s not just a dress. It’s not just a pair of beautiful heels. It’s 
an outfit I recognize. After all, I’ve written about it in my 
novel. 


“It’s...it’s...” 


“The outfit that Rose wears on her first date with the 
professor, yes,” Kingsley growls. “I thought I could bring 
some of your book to life for the first time...and you’re 
perfect to play Rose.” 


I glance up at him with a shy smile. “Does that make you 
the professor?” 


Kingsley lets another growl escape from his lips. “I’ll be 
whatever you want me to be.” 


I’m blushing now. I’m nothing like Rose...Rose is meant to 
be this beautiful, enchanting woman...but Kingsley is 
perfect to play her lover. Does he see me the way that the 


professor sees Rose? If he does, then I feel so completely 
lucky. The romance I brought to life in my novel is 
everything I’ve ever wanted for myself...is that what 
Kingsley and I will have? A forbidden love so strong that 
nothing can keep us apart? 


When we arrive at the bar, I slip into the bathroom to 
change. I emerge in a midnight blue dress that tumbles all 
the way to the floor and navy shoes made of velvet. When I 
look at myself in the mirror, I feel like I’ve stepped straight 
into the story I wrote. Maybe this is it. Maybe we are Rose 
and the Professor. Maybe everything is going to be okay. 


I try and feel as confident as Rose so often does in my novel 
as I find Kingsley at the bar. I feel like I’m a trio of people in 
one, Ivy, Rose, Roxanne, the lines between the three feel 
blurred. But as I keep my chin up, I realize that I want to be 
more than Ivy can offer. I want to leave my insecurities 
behind... want to love myself the way I deserve to. 


And then, Kingsley can love me too. 


Kingsley 


Stepping out in her new dress, Ivy seems like a new woman. 
Not in the way she looks, but in the way she carries herself. 
She walks toward me, exuding a confidence that I’ve never 
seen in her before. My face pulls into a smile. She’s still my 
girl, but now, she looks as though she feels comfortable in 
her own skin. It’s so hot that I feel my cock hardening in my 
pants immediately. 


“Did you already order?” she asks me, sliding onto the seat 
next to me. For the first time, she doesn’t hang her head as 
she speaks to me, looking me directly in the eyes. The eye 
contact is enough to stir something deep within me. I want 


to rip that dress off her and see every inch of her beautiful 
skin. I want to get her out of this place and make her mine. 
But at the same time, I want to enjoy our first proper date 
together. I smile at her. 


“I ordered, yeah. I thought I’d take a guess at one of your 
favorites, but if you hate it I can order something else.” 


“I’m sure you'll have got it spot on,” she says with a 
mischievous smile. It’s not a look I’m used to seeing on her, 
but I like this new cheeky side to her. “Did you by any 
chance order me a mojito?” 


My smile widens. “I did, it’s fresh and classy. I thought it 
would be right up your ally.” 


“And you were right. It seems like you know me pretty well 
already.” 


My cheeks hurt from smiling as our drinks are served. I 
take her hand. 


“Shall we find a booth? Somewhere a little more private?” 


“Td like that,” she purrs, sending a shudder down my spine. 
I don’t know what’s come over her, maybe it’s the dress, 
maybe it’s the sneaking around, but she’s got even more 
electricity bouncing off her than ever before. I can’t say I 
mind one bit. 


We find a booth and she sits close to me, her eyes searching 
mind seductively. I want to kiss her, but I distract my mouth 
by sipping my drink. For now, I want to talk. I want to get to 
know this enigmatic woman who has captured my attention. 
I put a hand on her thigh just to calm my urges. I’m still 
touching her, but for now, this is as far as Il take it. 


“T’m glad we’re doing this,” I growl. “I’ve waited a long time 
for you, Ivy...and now, you’re finally within my reach.” 


“I’m happy to be here too,” she says. She sighs a little. 
“Though Jasper and my father are going to do their best to 
destroy me after tonight.” 


She takes her phone out of her bag. There’s already plenty 
of texts and missed calls from them on her screen. She 
types out a quick reply and then turns her phone off with a 
smile. She glances back up at me. 


“T don’t want them to worry. But they’re going to have to 
accept this if they want me in their lives, I’m not planning 
on moving on from this. Not now...not ever.” 


I growl in delight. I’m glad she’s viewing this in the same 
way I am. She can feel the connection as strongly as I can. I 
know it. 


“Whatever happens...” I growl, rubbing my hand up and 
down her bare thigh where the dress splits to reveal her 
sexy legs. “We’re doing this together. I’ve got you, 
Ivy...you’re my girl. This is an obstacle for us to overcome 
together.” 


She finally blushes, which is a stark reminder that she’s still 
my sweet girl Ivy. The one who is scared of the world, the 
one who is shy of her own self. My hand ventures a little 
further up her leg. 


“We’re going to be okay.” 


J 


“I know,” she whispers. “That’s how it always works out in 
stories, anyhow...if we’re Rose and the Professor... then 
everything is going to be okay.” 


I nod. She’s right. The story she wrote is almost like a 
foreshadowing of what we’re sharing now. We might have 
different names to the characters, different lifestyles and 
different scenes we have to be a part of to make up our own 
tale, but our motives are the same. At the end of the day, we 


want what anyone in the world wants. We want love. We 
want hot sex that rocks our world each and every time, and 
we want someone special to share the experience with. 


“Tvy...” I growl. My hand is almost at the top of my thigh. 
“My life changed three years ago when I saw you at that 
party. I think that maybe this was always destined to 
happen. Maybe if you’d seen me there that night, it 
would’ve happened sooner...but now that we’re here, I’m 
not letting you go. I’ll face anything that comes my way to 
have you for myself. I know this might seem scary...and I 
know we’re going to have a bumpy ride, but none of that is 
enough to put me off. It’s made me realize...all this time I’ve 
been waiting...I’ve been falling in love with you as well.” 


She gasps, looking shocked. She can barely believe what 
I’ve just told her. But I can see the softness in her eyes. I 
can see that she feels it too. She parts her lips. 


“You really mean that?” 


I lean in close. “Yes. I’d never lie to you, Ivy. I love you and I 
want you to be mine.” 


She takes a deep breath. “Kingsley...I love you too.” 


I can’t hold back any longer. I lean in to kiss her plump lips. 
I can feel my cock hardening once again as my hand slides 
around her sexy waist. This is the moment I’ve been waiting 
for. The confirmation that she is everything I will ever need 
or want. The proof that I’m not crazy for the way I feel 
toward her, the feeling is absolutely mutual. And now that 
she’s given in to me and told me that she loves me, there’s 
only one thing left to do to make this union complete. 


I need to make love to her. 


CHAPTER SIX 


Iw 


His hand is on my waist as we enter his apartment building. 
I can barely believe this is actually happening. A few days 
ago I hadn’t even been on my first date, let alone gone 
home with a man. Now, I’m in the grasp of the man I love, 
going back to his home as though it’s the most natural thing 
in the world. He presses his lips to my temple as we enter 
the elevator. 


“Are you okay? You were quiet on the way here,” he 
murmurs in my ear. I look up at him. 


“I’m better than okay. I’ve never been happier. It’s just...1 
know there’s no going back. My family is going to hate me 
for this.” 


“You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to,” he 
growls. “I want you so much I can barely hold myself 
back...but I will, if that’s what you want.” 


“No,” I whisper. “ You’re worth risking everything for.” 


His lips crash against mine as the doors to the elevator 
open. We stumble through the corridor as he fumbles for 
his keys, his mouth still locked to mine. I grasp at him 
desperately. I want him so badly that I ache. I can feel his 
member pressing against me and I drive myself wild with 
the thought that very soon, he’s going to be inside me for 
the very first time. 


I push thoughts of telling him I’m a virgin aside for now. His 
key makes it to the lock and he twists it until we go 
tumbling into his place. I barely take in the sheer size of it 
and the fancy decor. My focus is solely on him, on his body, 
on the things he’s going to do to me very soon. I’m 
trembling beneath his touch. This is it. 


He opens the door to his bedroom and we collapsed onto 
the bed together. He crawls on top of me, breathing hard as 
he unbuttons his shirt quickly. My beautiful dress that he 
bought me rides up as though inviting him in, and I don’t 
mind one bit. I want to feel him inside me. I want to know 
how it feels to become one with another person, but that 
person has to be him. No one could ever compare to him. 


He sheds his pants too, leaving him standing naked before 
me as I lie on the bed, staring at him in shock. His member 
is so big that it feels like I’ll never be able to take it all 
inside me. But he doesn’t give me much time to think. He 
crawls onto the bed and grabs my hips, pulling me up closer 
to him. He tugs my panties down and discards them before 
burying his face between my legs. 


I gasp at the new form of contact. I’ve never experienced 
anything like this. It feels so intimate that my legs begin to 
tremble in anticipation. His tongue runs over my pussy, 
nudging my clit and making me arch my back. I want him 
closer than is physically possible. I grab his hair and pull 


him into me and he growls in delight, gripping my hips 
harder as he pleasures me. 


I’ve never felt this way before. Even our time in the library 
can’t compare to this. His tongue works absolute magic, 
setting every single nerve ending on fire. I cry out in 
pleasure, unable to hold myself back. Now that we’re finally 
alone, we can do as we please...including making as much 
noise as we want. 


As his tongue begins to focus on my clit, my pleasure 
intensifies. I clamp my thighs around his face, locking him 
in, but he doesn’t seem to mind one bit. Even though he’s 
probably struggling to breathe a little, he continues to lap 
hungrily at my most sensitive parts, sending me tumbling 
each time his tongue flickers on my sweet spot. 


I won’t last long like this. It’s pleasure like I’ve never known 
before. I gasp loudly and he looks up at me with those sultry 
eyes, knowing he has me exactly where he wants me. My 
body is completely helpless under his touch. I have no 
control. As his tongue massages my clit one final time, I feel 
myself explode into an orgasm. Crying out, I buck against 
his face, stars clouding my vision as the pleasure reaches its 
peak. I’ve never had such an incredible orgasm, and I don’t 
want it to ever stop. 


But as I’m still on the comedown, Kingsley moves his fingers 
between my legs, penetrating me with two fingers at a 
quick pace. My sensitive body is still riding the high so it 
feels even more incredible. I’m breathing hard, gasping as 
he drives me wilder with every movement of his hand. He’s 
kneeling over me now, looking magnificent with his chiseled 
body hunched over mine and his hard cock shifting closer to 
me. Feeling brave, I take it in my hand and begin to pump it 
up and down. He growls, looking deep into my eyes as he 
continues to thrust his fingers deep inside me. I can tell he 


likes the way I’m touching him so I don’t dare stop. I want 
to give him the unimaginable pleasure that he’s managed to 
give me. 


He gently begins to rock his hips, thrusting into my hand. 
Somehow, it makes the experience even more erotic. He 
pulls me closer with his free hand and encourages me to 
wrap my legs around his waist. As we continue to pleasure 
one another, he looks deep into my eyes and I feel so much 
love, so much passion, so much need that I almost orgasm 
all over again. He feels so good inside me, but I want to feel 
his cock deep in my pussy now. I know that even though this 
feels like heaven, having his length inside me will be like a 
step beyond even that. 


He seems to sense my desperation because with a growl, he 
pulls his fingers out of me. I can see that they’re soaked 
with my juices and he looks incredibly aroused by the fact. 
He leans in closer to me, growling as he presses himself up 
against my entrance. 


“T need you,” he growls. “Let me fuck you, Ivy. I want to be 
inside your tight little pussy.” 


I gasp. This is it. But something is holding me back. I know 
that I still haven’t told him about the fact that I’m a virgin. I 
move back from him on the bed and he stares at me in 
confusion. 


“What is it?” he says. “Don’t you want to?” 


“I do...of course I do. More than anything,” I say. I can hear 
the tremble in my own voice as I speak. “I just...I want to let 
you know something before we do this.” 


He frowns and reaches out to touch my cheek. “What is it, 
baby? Is everything okay?” 


“Yes...it’s just.... want you to know, before we go ahead with 
this... m...7 m...” 


He watches me expectantly. I take a deep breath. 


“T’m a virgin.” 


Kingsley 


It takes a minute for the information to process. Did she 
really just tell me that she’s a virgin? I almost can’t believe 
it. 


I run a hand through my hair. There’s no way that someone 
as beautiful as her has never had a man before...unless by 
choice, of course. Has she been saving herself for someone 
special? 


Is that person me? 


J 


“Kingsley...” she whispers. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you 
earlier...I don’t want to freak you out or anything...it doesn’t 
have to be a big deal...” 


“But it is a big deal,” I growl. “If no one else has ever 
touched you...then that means I have you all to myself.” 


She blinks in surprise. “You mean...you mean you don’t 
mind?” 


“Mind?” I growl, moving closer to her. I grab her waist and 
throw her down on the bed so that I’m on top of her once 
again. She gasps, clearly not having expected such an act of 
dominance. Towering over her, I allow myself to smile. “I 
don’t mind at all, Ivy. Now that I know that you’re all mine, 
you’re even sexier. I didn’t think it was possible...and yet 
here you are...making me want you even more than before.” 


In true Ivy fashion, she blushes scarlet, but she’s smiling 
too. “Oh, Kingsley...I’m so glad that you’re okay with 
this...it’s you...and only you...1 want you to take my 
virginity.” 


“That’s like music to my ears,” I growl. And then I pull her 
legs up around my waist and press against her entrance. As 
I slide inside her, I hear her gasp in pleasure and I smile. 
This is the moment I’ve been waiting for. 


It feels so damn good to be inside her. As I begin to build up 
a rhythm, she moans with pleasure and stares up at me 
with lust in her eyes. I need no other encouragement to 
begin to thoroughly fuck her. I go deeper and deeper inside 
her each time, relishing each cry that escapes her lips. It 
feels so good to hear her making sounds that I know I’ve 
caused. I know how much she’s enjoying this...if the look of 
love and lust on her face wasn’t enough, the feeling of being 
inside her and hearing her cries makes me realize how 
good this moment is. 


I’m not going to last long inside her. Not this first time. 
She’s so tight around my cock that the whole thing is like 
beautiful torture. With her dress still covering half of her 
body, I move it aside to reveal her bare breasts, explore 
them with my hands and pinch her nipples. She moans in 
delight and I almost come right there and then, but I hold 
onto this pleasure for just a little longer. I look into her eyes 
and feel a million emotions washing over me. I want to 
come inside her and fill her up with my babies. I want to 
make her mine in a final. I want to know that this isn’t just 
for one night...that it’s forever. 


I shudder as I hit my breaking point and come deep inside 
her pussy. She cries out at the same time, orgasming with 
me. The release feels like relief and euphoria. I’ve waited so 
long for this, and now, it’s absolutely perfect. I collapse and 


roll off the top of her and lie beside her, pulling her close 
and kissing her. She looks at me with wide eyes. 


“That was amazing,” she whispers. “And...I feel like maybe 
something really special just happened.” 


I felt it too. The feeling that maybe it was more than just 
sex. It bonded us together forever...and I think we might 
have made a baby together. I can’t believe how everything 
has fallen together. With her wrapped up in my arms, I 
sleep easier than I have in years. 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


Iw 


For a moment when I wake up, I feel the kind of blissful 
peace that only comes from finally getting your heart’s 
desire. My cheek is pressed to Kingsley’s rock hard chest 
and my arms are wrapped around his torso. Even in his 
sleep, he has his arms around me protectively, holding me 
close. It makes me feel so loved that butterflies flutter in my 
stomach. I sigh in content, snuggling in closer to him. 


The feeling of being wanted so desperately...it makes me 
feel like I belong. It’s something I’ve been missing for a long 
time, I think. I’ve always craved this kind of love, even 
before I understood how to feel it myself. I’ve watched so 
many of my friends settle down and find happiness and I 
was beginning to wonder if maybe I’d never be like them. I 
thought that perhaps I was unworthy of the same kind of 
affections. 


But now, I know that’s not true. It’s such early days, and yet 
I know that Kingsley and I have something special. I know 
we’re going to last a lifetime. And not just because he puta 
baby in my belly last night, but because we're a perfect 


match. Everything between us feels so easy even though 
everyone else seems to be against us. But that’s the thing, 
no one else matters when the two of us are together. I 
always know where I stand with Kingsley, and that gives me 
more comfort than the validation of other people. What 
Kingsley and I share is our business and I’m going to make 
sure it works out no matter what. 


As he stirs in his sleep, I smile to myself. He sits up and 
smiles back, his eyes lighting up with delight. No one has 
ever looked at me like that before...as though I’m sunshine 
after a rainy day...as if I’m worth so much more than I’ve 
ever believed...as if I’m the most important thing on this 
Earth. It feels good, but it feels even better when he grabs 
my leg and hooks it over his waist. 


“Good morning, baby,” he says, leaning in to kiss my lips. 
“Did you sleep well?” 


“How could I not when I was next to you?” I murmur. He 
pecks my lips again, brushing his nose against mine. 


“Good, I guess we should make a move to start the day.” 
“Not just yet...just hold me a while longer.” 


He kisses the top of my head. “I think we can manage that, 
baby.” 


We lie for a while as sunlight streams in through the 
window, just chatting and kissing lazily. It feels like a 
Sunday morning. It feels more than perfect. But we know 
we have to get up at some point. I’m meant to be on a shift 
later today too, though my care for my shitty part-time job 
seems to have gone out the window. lll have my advance 
from the book soon, and then Ill be making my own way in 
life. The life I had before Kingsley already seems like it 
belongs to someone else. The new me is someone who feels 


complete, who feels like their life has come together. I don’t 
need to belong to the unhappiness of my past anymore. 


Our plan is to head to Kingsley’s offices and begin our 
editing process as a team. We head out into the street 
where the sun is shining down on us. It’s such beautiful 
weather and we have all the time in the world so we walk to 
the offices hand in hand. But when we get there, before we 
can head inside, a coldness washes over me. There are two 
people waiting for us, blocking the entrance. Kingsley stops 
as he sees them too. His muscles tense up. His fists curl. He 
lets out a low, animalistic snarl that sends a shiver down my 
spine. 


It’s time to face Jasper and my father. 


Kingsley 


It feels as though my blood is boiling in my veins. Every 
possessive muscle in my body is tensed, ready for a fight, 
ready to protect my woman. I really don’t want to fight with 
anyone, especially not my ex-best friend and the father of 
the woman I love. But both of them are looking at me with 
fire in their eyes and their fists at the ready, so I guess this 
is it. I guess I’m going to have to face up to them. 


Jasper approaches me with his father in tow. He’s shaking 
with anger. He tries to grab his sister’s wrist, but Ivy backs 
away from him with an angry look on her beautiful face that 
I didn’t think she was capable of producing. 


“Stay back,” she snaps. “You don’t know what you’re 
doing.” 


“Oh, I do,” Jasper snarls. “I’m here to show Kingsley that I 
was serious when I told him he’d pay for messing with my 
sister. I warned him to back off and he didn’t listen.” 


“I didn’t listen to you,” Ivy says, throwing her hands up in 
exasperation. “This was my choice as well as his, you told 
me to stay away and I disobeyed you. Big deal. This is my 
life, Jasper. You don’t get to choose how I live it.” 


“Then I guess you don’t have a say in what I do either...and 
right now, I’m about to beat the living crap out of Kingsley,” 
Jasper growls. I shake my head, looking him up and down 
with quiet disgust. 


“Td like to see you try,” I snarl. “I really don’t want to fight 
either of you, if we could sit down and talk then maybe you 
wouldn’t be so angry. You don’t understand what you’re 
dealing with here.” 


“Pm dealing with a man who thinks it’s okay to date 
someone fifteen years younger than him,” Ivy’s father 
snaps. “You’re far too old for her. I don’t want you anywhere 
near my daughter. I don’t want to fight either. If you agree 
to back off, we’ll leave right now. Give me my daughter and 
I” 


“I am not some property to be handed over!” Ivy snaps. I’ve 
never seen her look so angry. I had no idea she had it in her. 
“T’ve made my choice, I want to be with Kingsley, Dad. And 
you can’t stop me. We're in love.” 


Jasper snorts. “You don’t know what the hell love is.” 


“Back the hell off,” I snarl, moving forward and standing in 
front of Ivy protectively. “You’ve had your fun. Now get out 
of here before I call security.” 


“Why? Are you scared to fight me?” Jasper asks, cocking his 
head. I feel my anger rising inside me. I know he’s goading 
me. I know he’s trying to get me riled up, and it’s sure as 
hell working. I move forward once again, puffing out my 
chest. Jasper finally has the sense to look concerned. 


“T could take you both down single-handedly,” I growl. “But 
that’s not my style and I don’t want to upset Ivy more than 
you already have by showing up here.” 


“She’s my sister. I have to protect her from creeps like you,” 
Jasper says, raising his fists. “So come on, let’s do this. If 
you want her so badly then you'll have to fight for her.” 


“Stop it!” Ivy screams, but Jasper has already thrown his 
first punch. I duck out of the way easily, but his feeble 
attempt has made me angrier. Feeling defensive, I land a 
punch on his nose just to get him to back off. He stumbles 
back, looking shocked at the impact. Ivy’s father steps 
forward in his place, his eyes blazing. I really don’t want to 
hurt him either. I can see that he thinks he’s doing the right 
thing, but I have to protect my own skin. As he tries to spar 
with me, I shove him backward where he collides with 
Jasper. 


But then it’s like the pair of them get a second wind. They 
both launch themselves at me at once and I’m forced to act 
instinctively. I thrust an elbow into Ivy’s father’s face and 
kick Jasper in the groin. I just wanted to get them away 
from me, but I guess I don’t know my own strength. The 
pair of them recoil in pain and I stumble back, shocked at 
my own behavior. I’ve never been a violent person before 
and yet, they’ve forced me into this. 


And when I hear the siren, I know I’m in real trouble. 


I turn and see that a cop car has pulled up. They must have 
seen what happened. And before I know it, Ivy’s screaming 
as I’m cuffed and forced towards the car. I want to explain 
that this isn’t my fault. I want someone to go back and 
protect Ivy from her own family. Without me, she'll be 
forced to go back to them. But as the cop pushes my head 
down to duck me into the car, I know I can’t resist. If I fight 
this I’ll end up in even more trouble. 


Ivy runs up to the car, trying to beg with the cop, but no one 
is listening to her. As the car drives away, I turn to look at 
her out of the back window. She’s got tears streaming down 
her face and I can hear her calling my name desperately. 
My heart aches for her. Everything was so perfect this 
morning. I thought we were finally going to be okay...but 
now, it seems like the future we planned for ourselves is 
going up in smoke. The further we drive from her, the more 
desperate I am to break my way out and get to her. I 
wonder what will happen to me...to her...to us...the world is 
against us, but I’m not giving up yet. I’ve spent the past 
three years waiting for fate to be on my side, but that would 
be far too easy. Still, I will fight tooth and nail to make sure 
that this isn’t the end of me and Ivy. Our forbidden love 
story needs a happy ending...just like Rose and the 
Professor got. 


“I’m coming back for you, Ivy,” I growl under my breath. 
“Whatever it takes...I’m coming back for you...” 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


ic 


I’m inconsolable. My heart is a wreck and it’s all because of 
my family. I thought they were the people who are supposed 
to support me no matter what. I thought they were meant 
to keep me safe, but also not act like prison guards to me. 
The way they were trying to tell me what to do sickens me 
to my stomach. I feel like I’m trapped in my own home, now 
that they’ve dragged me here practically kicking and 
screaming. The moment we got back I went straight to my 
room and locked myself in. 


Now, because of them, Kingsley has been arrested for 
fighting. He didn’t even want to fight them, but they forced 
him into it. Just because they didn’t land any punches of 
their own they got away with it. And if I know Kingsley like I 
do, he won’t try and land them in trouble. He knows that it 
would hurt me even more than I’ve already been hurt if 
they were all convicted...and now, he could be in the worst 
kind of trouble possible and there’s nothing I can do to save 
him. 


I wish I could go to him. I wish I could find a way to get to 
him, but my father and brother are always sitting in the 
living area right by the door, making sure I don’t try to 
leave. I think they’re hoping that I’ll get over my anger and 
forget him within a matter of days, but they don’t 
understand. I have so much love in my heart for him that I 
don’t know what to do with it. Kingsley is the only man for 
me...and now I don’t even know how to get in contact with 
him. I don’t know where he’s been taken. I would spend the 
night searching for him if I could, but I know it’s no use. I 
won't be able to find him until this mess is all over with. 


I don’t even want to leave my room and face my family. I’m 
so angry with them that I feel like I could cut them out of 
my life forever and be okay with it. But it’s been nearly 
twenty-four hours since the arrest and I haven’t had any 
food or water since, ignoring the knocks on my door in 
favor of being alone. Now, I’m starving and thirsty. I need to 
leave this room at some point so it might as well be now. 


I look at myself in the mirror. My cheeks are stained with 
the tears I’ve been crying all day. My eyes are swollen. My 
throat is sore. I look a state, but I’m glad. Maybe it’ll show 
Jasper and my father what a mess they’ve made. They’ve 
broken my heart and unless they do something fast, I’m 
never going to forgive them for this. 


They both turn around as I enter the living room. I ignore 
them, sniffling as I head to the kitchen and pour myself a 
glass of water. I’m about to grab a snack and head straight 
back to my room, when I feel Jasper’s hand on my shoulder. 


“Tvy, talk to me.” 


I shrug him off harshly. “How dare you touch me after what 
you did? I don’t want to talk to you ever again.” 


“You can’t be serious.” 


“I am. You’ve ruined everything for me. You couldn’t just 
listen to me, could you? You couldn’t hear me telling you 
that I was finally happy...and then you took it all away from 
me...” 


“Are you sure you're not just being dramatic?” 


I whip around to face him, my face red with anger. “Don’t 
try and downplay this. I want you to know that I blame you. 
I blame you for wrecking my life. You’ve stopped my love in 
its tracks...you’ve probably ruined my career...and you’ve 
turned me against you and Dad. I don’t care if you’re my 
only family. I don’t care if you’re all I have left now. I don’t 
want anything to do with you. Not until you fix this. Not 
until you accept how wrong you were and make this better.” 


Jasper blinks at me in surprise. “Are you really this angry 
about it all?” 


I stare at him like he’s an idiot. Maybe that’s the thing. My 
brother has never been with anyone he considered himself 
to be in love with. He’s never kept anyone in his life long 
enough to get attached to them. Of course he doesn’t 
understand love at first sight. Of course he doesn't 
understand what it’s like to feel a bond so deep with 
someone that you’d do anything for them, even after only a 
few days. He might never be able to understand what’s 
going through my head and my heart now, but he needs to 
know that I’m serious. I fold my arms. 


“Jasper, I’m furious. Kingsley is everything to me. I’m going 
to give you a day to fix this...and if you don’t, I’m going to 
leave and you’ll never see me again...maybe then you'll 
understand what heartbreak feels like.” 


I take my water and push past him, ignoring my father’s sad 
eyed gaze as I sweep through to my room once more. I 
know Jasper will think I’m being harsh on him. I know he’ll 


think I’m being dramatic to serve my own purposes. But 
now that I’ve given him an ultimatum, maybe he’ll start 
taking me seriously. I meant every word of what I said to 
him. Even though it hurts, I’d leave everything behind for 
Kingsley. My choice is always going to be him, no matter 
what else gets in my way. Everyone can call me crazy. I 
don’t care anymore. I lie down on my bed and embrace the 
heartache that has plagued me since he was taken away 
from me. 


And I pray Jasper will do something to fix this. 


Kingsley 


The holding cells are practically full, so no one has really 
bothered with me since I arrived here. I begged the officer 
to allow me to make my call, knowing I’d do anything for a 
few moments on the phone with Ivy, but my request was 
ignored. Now I have no clue how to get through to her. I 
just hope that she can feel my anguish, my anger, my love 
for her. 


I hope she’s out there thinking of me too. I know it’s selfish 
of me to hope that she’s hurting as much as I am, but I 
don’t want to be alone in this feeling. I want her to miss me 
as much as I miss her. Because these feelings she brings out 
in me are like nothing else I’ve ever experienced in my life. 
If she feels half of what I do right now, then I know she must 
be suffering. 


But I’m determined that Ill get out of here. I’ll do anything 
to get her back if I have to, even if it means warring with 
Jasper and her father and risking everything again. I don’t 
want to end up back in this place, but if it’s a result of me 
fighting for my woman, I’d do it a thousand times over. 
She’s everything to me. Literally nothing else matters to me 


now. Not my company. Not my penthouse apartment. Not 
the rest of the life I’ve made for myself. 


Just her. Only her. 


I have no sense of time, but I’m sleeping when the cell I’m 
in is unlocked. I sit up straight away, blinking sleep from my 
eyes. The officer outside the cell ushers me forward. 


“Come on. All charges against you have been dropped.” 
I blink in shock. “They have?” 


“Yes. The men you got into a fight with are here. They 
explained what happened, they want to bail you out. Just try 
and stay out of trouble, yeah?” He shakes his head in 
irritation. “We have way too many men in here trying to 
defend their woman’s honor...stop trying to be noble and 
follow the law.” 


I nod gratefully and step out of the cell before they can 
somehow change their mind. I had no idea that they’d come 
for me, this must’ve been Ivy’s idea. She must’ve been 
desperate to get me out whatever the cost. And now that I 
can taste my freedom, I don’t really care how I got out. I’m 
just glad that now I can be on my way back to finding her. 


As I leave the police station, I find Jasper waiting for me 
with his father a few paces behind him. I steel myself, not 
knowing what to expect. Maybe they only bailed me out so 
that I’d owe them my freedom and they can use that to 
keep me away from Ivy. That’s not going to happen if that’s 
the case. She can come and live with me and we’ll be fine 
without her controlling family. 


But Jasper has pain in his eyes, and for a moment, I can see 
the man I used to be best friends with under all the 
bitterness and anger. I can see the man who I thought 
would someday be my best man at my wedding, or the man 


Pd make godfather to my kids, or just someone to depend 
on. But three years have changed everything, is there any 
chance we can go back to that after everything that’s 
happened between us? 


“Kingsley...are you alright?” he asks in a gentle voice. I 
cross my arms, feeling defensive and irritable. 


“What do you think? I’ve been in a cell for a whole day.” 
“I know...and that was my fault. So...I’m sorry, I guess.” 


I shake my head. “Fine, I suppose. Is that all you have to say 
for yourself?” 


“No, I’m not done. Look, Kingsley...it’s hard seeing the way 
you are with my sister. It’s an unspoken rule, isn’t it? Your 
best friend isn’t supposed to be with your sister, it’s just 
always seemed wrong to me.” 


“This doesn’t sound like an apology.” 


“Just...give me a minute. I...I1 felt wronged when I saw the 
way you looked at Ivy all those years ago...I felt like it was a 
betrayal. But I realized when I spoke to Ivy how much you 
mean to her...it seems like whatever happened between you 
two recently has changed things. I know now that it’s 
serious. I know you’re not just treating her like some one 
night stand or something...you care about her, don’t you?” 


“T love her,” I growl. “I told you that, but you didn’t want to 
listen.” 


“I know...I guess I couldn’t find it in me to trust you after 
three years apart. But I still know you, Kingsley...I thought 
about the way you fought for her. I thought about the way 
you protect her and the way you look at her...and I know 
that I don’t understand any of it. I’ve never felt that way for 
someone. But I know love when I see it...and even though I 


tried to convince myself that you’re no good...you’ve treated 
her with respect and kindness...and I haven’t been here for 
her the way I should’ve been.” 


I sigh. “Look, Jasper. I don’t blame you, really? I understand 
that you were trying to protect your sister...but I’m not a 
bad guy. I’m going to give her the world. I’m going to keep 
her safe, you’ve done your job as the big brother. But I’m 
going to take it from here.” 


Jasper hesitates before he nods. Then, to my surprise, he 
reaches out his hand to shake mine. “I’m sorry for 
everything, Kingsley. I hope we can be friends now and go 
back to the way things used to be. I know I messed up. I 
wouldn’t blame you if you don’t want to speak to me 
again...” 


I cut him off by grasping his hand in my own. He looks at 
me in shock and then smiles. As we shake hands, our 
posture relaxes. We’ve both made mistakes. We’ve both 
been cold towards each other. But if we can survive this, we 
can survive anything. 


And now it’s time to find my girl.. 


Ivy’s waiting for me at her father’s apartment when we 
arrive back there. Her eyes fill with shock and then 
happiness as I walk in through the door. She leaps on to me 
and I hold her close, spinning her around in my arms. Her 
family watches our reunion, still looking a little uncertain, 
but accepting. I know that in time, I'll prove to them that 
me and her are perfect for each other. I know in time I'll 
show them what a perfect match we are. 


“T thought I’d never see you again,” she sobs in my ear. As I 
put her down, I cup her face in my hands. 


“T was always going to come back to you,” I growl. “And I’m 
never going to leave you again. You’re everything to me, Ivy. 
You’ve made my life worth living. I love you with all of my 
heart. And to make sure we’re never apart again.” 


I get down on one knee in front of her. I don’t care that her 
father and her brother are watching. I need to do this now. 
Everyone in the room gasps, but I can’t stop smiling as I 
take my mother’s diamond wedding ring from my pocket. 
I’ve been carrying it since the day I was reunited with Ivy, 
knowing I’d give it to her some day soon...and now, while 
we're riding the high of our reunion, it feels like the perfect 
time. 


“Tvy...I’ve wanted you for so long that it feels like I’ve loved 
you all my life. You’ve made me a better man, you’ve 
brought out emotions I didn’t know I could feel, and you’ve 
shown me that I’m worthy of the love of a woman as 
incredible as you. I want to be with you every step of the 
way in your life, I want to support your career, build a 
family with you, and wake up next to you every morning. 
Ivy...this is our moment and I don’t want to let you slip away 
from me ever again. Will you marry me?” 


She covers her mouth in shock. “Oh, Kingsley. I wasn’t 
expecting this at all...but yes! A million times yes! I love you 
so much.” 


“T love you too, baby.” 


Ivy’s father leads in applauding as I slip the ring onto her 
finger and rise to kiss her. As I hold her close, I know that 
I’ve finally got the life I so desperately want. I know we 
have something that will last a lifetime. And I know most of 
all that me and her are going to be so deliriously happy that 


we'll spend our life feeling like we’re in a daydream. But 
this is real. We’ve got our happy ending now. 


And TIl never let it go again. 


EPILOGUE 


ONE YEAR LATER 


Iw 


It amazes me how much can change in a single year. In fact, 
I guess everything can change in a single day. It did for me 
and Kingsley, at least. Our romance blossomed in less than 
twenty-four hours, after all. Now, a year later, we’re about 
to stand up in front of our friends and family and say our 
VOWS. 


Our three month old baby is cradled in Jasper’s son’s arms. 
Everything has changed for Jasper this year too. He went 
from being a bachelor who wanted nothing to do with 
anyone to a man in a loving, committed relationship to a 
woman who already had a child of her own. Now, Jasper is 
his father, in everyone’s eyes. The adoption isn’t complete 
yet, but when it is, Jasper is going to have a family of his 
own too. 


Jasper watches Ben, his adopted son, holding my baby girl 
in his arms with pride. He’s changed so much, we both 
have. As we prepare for the ceremony, my bridesmaids are 
fussing around me, but Jasper seems calm, just happy to be 


in the presence of the children. As it turns out, he’s a 
natural as a Dad. 


“She’s still so tiny,” Jasper comments as he watches my 
baby girl. We named her Harmony because that’s what she 
brought to our life. She’s so gentle and sweet that even 
when she cries it’s like songbirds singing. Kingsley and I 
adore her, of course, but Jasper is the most devoted uncle 
I’ve ever seen. 


“She’ll grow up faster than any of us expect,” I sigh as I’m 
fixing my veil in place. “I want her to stay this way forever, 
but she won't.” 


“There’s so much to look forward to, though,” Jasper 
exclaims. “Taking her to school for the first time, teaching 
her to ride a bike, reading her first story to her, and don’t 
get me started on her teenage years.” 


“T can’t even think about it!” I cry, shaking my head. “She’s 
so precious and small. Imagining the life she has ahead of 
her just seems so scary to me.” 


“I know, I know,” Jasper says with a smile. “But it’s going to 
be fine. You’re an amazing mother. And besides...I get the 
feeling there are going to be plenty of other kids after 
Harmony.” 


I smile. Jasper knows me well. I’ve always wanted to have a 
big chaotic household full of kids. Kingsley wants the same. 
In fact, I have a wedding gift of my own for him. I took a 
pregnancy test three days ago, I haven’t told anyone, but 
we’re going to have another baby. It’s a little scary since 
I’ve only just recovered from having Harmony but I can’t 
wait for this next adventure. Someday soon, the house is 
going to be full of children that I can love and nurture. 


We bought this house out in the countryside not long after 
Kingsley proposed to me. We had the money, of course, and 
with my new bestselling novel, we’ll never worry for money 
ever. Now, I can see it as a part of my future. It feels kind of 
quiet now, but once it’s filled with children, it’ll be the safe 
haven I’ve always wanted. 


Our garden is huge and beautiful, making it the perfect 
place for our wedding today. It’s hosted plenty of 
memorable events already. We had our baby shower here, 
and our first dinner with Jasper, his girlfriend and his son. 
We’ve had birthdays and barbecues and even my hen do in 
this garden. Now, butterflies fill my stomach as I prepare 
for my big day. My wedding dress is fit for a princess. The 
sun is shining and the Prosecco will soon be flowing. I don’t 
even mind that I won’t be able to drink it, this day has me 
drunk with happiness before it’s even started. 


“Are you ready for your vows?” my father asks as he comes 
out of the house. I expressed my concerns to him more than 
once...as a writer, I’m expected to get up there and say the 
most beautiful words possible to show my love for Kingsley. 
It took me a long time to decide what I wanted to say, but in 
the end, I decided I would know what to say when I saw his 
face. Now, I have nothing prepared, except my heart to put 
on the line in front of all our guests. 


“Tt’ll be okay,” I tell him, though I do feel a little nervous. 
But I know for sure that no matter how this day pans out, 
rll be happy. I’ll remember this day forever, one way or 
another...and I know this is the right thing for me. Some 
might say I’m rushing my marriage, but my love for 
Kingsley will never die. I truly believe we’re soulmates and 
the union we make today is only a show of what that means 
to me. In my heart, I’m already bonded to him for life. 


“Then I think you’re ready,” he says gently. Jasper 
straightens his tie and gets his son ready to go. He’s 
carrying Harmony down the aisle so that Jasper and my 
father can give me away. Jasper is doubling up as Kingsley’s 
best man now that they’re thick as thieves again, but he 
insisted it would be wrong if he didn’t get to be at his 
sister’s side as she walked down the aisle. 


A lot has changed this year. I feel closer to my family than 
ever before. Kingsley and Jasper’s rekindled friendship has 
made them both better people. We all spend a lot of time 
altogether and even despite our rocky past last year, it feels 
like we’re a real family unit. This is what I’ve always hoped 
for and now that I have it, it feels even more perfect than I 
could’ve imagined. Now, I’m just desperate to get out there 
and marry the man I love. 


Our guests are settled in their seats. My bridesmaids pick 
up the back of my dress and my brother and father take an 
arm each of mine. Our string quartet begins the wedding 
song and I begin to float down the aisle toward Kingsley. 


He looks so damn handsome in his suit and tie. Each time I 
see him I can barely believe that he chose me to be the 
woman he spends his life with. But with each day we spend 
together, I believe more and more that he meant it when he 
promised me forever. The way he looks at me makes my 
heart melt each and every time. The way he touches me is 
so tender and yet so passionate. I can’t stop staring at him. 
The man of my dreams is waiting for me with a smile, ready 
to commit to a future where it’s me and him against the 
world. 


He smiles as I reach him. Jasper and my father each kiss my 
cheek and then they hand me over to Kingsley. He takes my 
hands in his and I don’t listen to a word that’s being said, 
getting lost in his eyes the entire time. I still can’t believe 


he’s mine and always will be. He brushes his thumb across 
my knuckles and I feel warmth filling my heart. This is it. 
This is everything. 


It’s time for the vows. Kingsley is due to go first. He clears 
his throat, looking a little nervous as he consults his notes 
sheepishly. 


“We had a strange start to our relationship,” he begins 
slowly. “We knew each other once upon a time...but then 
when I saw you at a party, I realized you were the one for 
me. Three years of endless waiting brought me back 
together with you by fate...but you were pretending to be 
someone you're not...Roxanne.” 


The audience laughs. Everyone here knows about my pen 
name which I still use now to this date. I blush at the 
laughter, but I’m smiling. 


“You showed up and I could see that you had little 
confidence in yourself. You were withdrawn and shy...it was 
like you were scared to be the woman you are today. But 
soon after we were reunited, we became friends...then 
lovers...then we got engaged and you became pregnant 
with our first child. It was a whirlwind, but for me, it all 
seemed so natural. Because I had a lot of time to think 
about what I wanted over those three years. And every time 
I thought about what that was, I came back to you.” 


I can hear my father sniffling in the front row. I have tears 
of my own in my eyes. He’s an expressive man, my Kingsley, 
but mostly with his actions, not his words. Hearing him tell 
me how much I mean to him feel so good that I could cry. 


“This is my fourth year of loving you and I feel lucky to be 
celebrating a year of the feeling being mutual. Marrying 
you today is everything I’ve ever wanted. I can’t wait for 


our future together and I can’t wait to build the family 
we’ve both dreamed of our entire lives.” 


I wipe my eyes as the audience applauds. I feel even more 
nervous to speak now that he’s said such beautiful words to 
me. Nothing can compare to his speech just then. But if I 
speak from the heart, I hope I can make him feel as good as 
he’s just made me feel. I squeeze his hand. 


“Anyone who knows me knows I’m a romantic,” I begin. “I 
guess that’s why I’ve always been drawn to stories about 
love...and it’s partly why I wrote my debut novel. But when I 
wrote it, I had no idea what love would feel like. I knew it 
would take me over completely. I knew nothing else would 
compare to it, but I didn’t know what it would physically 
feel like. And now I do. I know it feels like coming home. I 
know it feels like catching the eye of a stranger in the street 
and having them smile at you. I know it feels like a kiss 
pressed directly onto my heart from your lips only. And I 
know it feels like butterflies in my stomach whenever I’m 
around you. It feels familiar and safe and warm...and it’s 
everything I dreamed it would be and more. I guess TIl be 
able to write about it in my next novel.” 


Kingsley laughs and some others do too. I bow my head 
shyly for a moment before looking back up into Kingsley’s 
eyes. 


“This year has been the best of my life. It’s been a wild ride, 
but I wouldn’t have it any other way. I hope all the years 
that follow for us are just as crazy...and I can’t wait to share 
every single moment with you...and our children.” I pause 
for a moment. I think now is the perfect time to make the 
reveal of what is next for me and him. I smile. 


“Kingsley...we’re going to have another baby. I found out 
the other day...and I wanted it to be a surprise, our family is 
getting a little bigger.” 


His eyes widen with elation and he picks me up, spinning 
me around as though I’m light as a feather. Everyone 
applauds for us as we celebrate a magical moment. My 
heart is so full that it feels like it might burst. I’m so in love 
with him and my life and my future that I can barely contain 
my joy. I don’t even have a ring on my finger yet and I still 
know that this day is the best of my life. But every day with 
him is perfect. Every day with him feels good enough to 
keep forever in a scrapbook. Every day is one I want to 
remember forever and hold close like a warm hug. There 
are going to be so many amazing days with him...and I can’t 
wait to experience every single one. 


EXTEN DED EPILOGUE 


FIFTEEN YEARS LATER 


K ingsley 


There are burgers and sausages sizzling on the barbecue. 
The garden is filled with my family and the sun is shining. 
Harmony and Paige are sitting back to back, reading books 
together while Lucas helps me out with the food. Jasper’s 
boys, Ben and Oscar, come running over. 


“We can help.” Ben insists. As the oldest of all of them at 
nineteen, he acts as a kind of guardian to the other kids. 
He’s always eager to help too. He leans in close to me to 
explain why he followed Oscar. “He can’t be trusted with 
food...he’ll eat it all if no one keeps an eye on him. 


“Well, we can’t have that. I guess you guys could take over 
for a while though...do you want to stay with them, Lucas?” 


My son nods his head eagerly. He’s not the most talkative 
child, but he loves being around Oscar and Ben. Growing 
up in a house with two sisters has made him eager for male 
company. I ruffle his hair, hoping that Ben will make sure 
everything runs smoothly as I do my rounds of the party. 


It’s our middle child, Paige’s birthday today. Like Harmony, 
she has a sweet temperament and parties aren’t really her 
thing. She’s much happier with her nose buried in a book. 
With that in mind, I spend an hour or so distracting guests 
as they try to get close to the birthday girl, leaving her in 
peace to read with her older sister. I catch her eye as a line 
forms to start grabbing food from the barbecue and she 
smiles, giving me a thumbs up. 


I haven’t seen Ivy much since the party began. Much like 
me, she’s set on making today go well. But each time I catch 
a glimpse of her in the garden, my stomach twists with 
excitement. Even all these years later, she still manages to 
excite me as much as the day we met. I pause for a moment, 
watching her sip Prosecco with Jasper and her father in a 
sundress. The dress hugs her gorgeous curves and makes 
me desperate to go over and mount her right this second. 
But I guess we'll have to wait until later...after all, we have 
guests. 


It’s not long before the kids begin to gravitate toward their 
mother. Ivy’s face lights up as Paige bounds over to tell her 
she’s just finished reading her latest novel. Since having 
kids Ivy has turned her attention to children’s fiction, 
perfectly tailored to fit the needs of her bookworm 
daughters. Ivy moves without a second thought away from 
the other guests to sit with her daughter and hear her 
thoughts. Then Lucas runs over, bored of the barbecue and 
wanting a hug from Ivy. Finally, Harmony joins them to play 
big sister to Lucas, playing some game that has them 
running rings around Ivy and Paige as they continue to talk. 
I smile at them. It’s my very own vision of Happy Families. 
Our family is a little crazy at times, especially when all of 
the extended family is around, but I wouldn’t change it for 
the world...especially when I can see how happy it makes 
my wife and kids. 


Our life is simple. Ivy writes books and I sell them. Our kids 
read and play and create stories of their own. Our whole life 
feels like a dreamworld and it inspires our kids to be happy 
and creative. It’s all I’ve ever wanted for them, and it makes 
my heart feel full. 


I continue to do my rounds of the guests, but after a while I 
gravitate to join my family. I love spending time with them. 
In fact, I love all the little things we do together. I love being 
a part of the school run and watching my kids in school 
plays. I love cooking dinner for them on Fridays and taking 
the takeout order for them all on Saturday as they squabble 
over what we should have. I love the moments where Lucas 
has scraped his knee, or a boy has broken Harmony’s heart 
again, or Paige is devastated about the ending to a 
book...because even though I hate to see my children sad, I 
love being there to help them whenever they need it. I feel 
grateful that I can fix things for them. I feel grateful that we 
have everything we need when we’re all together. 


“Dad, Mom’s new book is the best one yet!” Paige says with 
a grin as I walk over. I smile at Ivy. 


“T know, I’ve read it. I think so too.” 


“Hey, how come Dad got to read it before me?” Paige pouts. 
Ivy laughs. 


“Because he’s my editor, it’s his job! Besides, someone had 
to make sure it was up to top-notch standards for my 
favorite reader.” 


“Hey, what about me?” Harmony chips in, but she’s joking. 
She grew out of those books a long time ago, though Ivy has 
written some teen novels that she still obsesses over when 
she’s not focussed on school work. Lucas scuffs up some 
dirt with his sneaker. 


“T still think we should’ve had a bounce house for the party,” 
he grumbles. I ruffle his hair. 


“We didn’t think it was a good idea considering only you 
and Oscar would use it...but we promise you can have one 
for your birthday.” 


The promise cheers Lucas up. So does the promise of 
birthday cake. Ivy heads inside to get the cake with each 
candle carefully arranged and lit up so we can all sing 
Happy Birthday in the garden. Paige blows out her candles 
and wishes aloud for Ivy to hurry up and write the next 
book in her series...a wish that might actually come true. 
We eat the homemade cake in the sunshine surrounded by 
our favorite people. 


And life seems perfect. 


The party is still in full force. Jasper is arranging party 
games so I venture inside where I know Ivy is cleaning up 
some of the mess we’ve made. She looks up with a smile as I 
enter. 


“Good party, huh?” 


“It always is when you’re the host,” I growl, sweeping her 
up into my arms and spinning her around. We might’ve 
been together for sixteen years now, but I still love doing 
that as though we’re lovestruck teenagers. She makes me 
feel like one, after all. I kiss her as I put her back on the 
ground. 


“What was that for?” she asks with a smile. I shrug. 
“Just because I love you.” 


She snorts, turning back to the task of washing up. “ Yeah? 
Even now that I’m like a haggard old housewife?” 


“First of all, no you’re not. And secondly, even if you were, 
I’d still love you.” 


She sighs. “Sorry...I just kept looking at Jasper’s wife all 
afternoon...she looks incredible. I wish I wasn’t so 
dumpy...but I guess after three kids, it’s to be expected.” 


I wrap my arms around her waist. “ Your body is incredible,” 
I growl in her ear. “You always look incredible. Yes, your 
body has changed, but it’s not a bad thing. You’re more 
beautiful than ever, and I love you more and more each 
day.” 


She turns to face me with a smile. “I don’t think that’s 
possible.” 


“And yet here we are,” I growl, pushing her up against the 
counter to kiss her. “I want you, baby. What do you say?” 


“You want to sneak off...in the middle of a party?” 


I grin at her. “You know I do, you act as though we haven’t 
done it before.” I lean in close to her ear. “I need you...I 
want to fuck you until you cry out my name...and I don’t 
want to wait.” 


She giggles. “You always manage to bring out the naughty 
side of me...okay, let’s do it.” 


I grab her ass and pull her in toward me, kissing her with 
as much passion as the very first time. Then she leaps into 
my arms, her legs wrapping around my waist as I carry her 
through the house and up to our bedroom. I can’t even 
bring myself to wait. I haul up her dress and take her right 
there and then. Each thrust inside her is a reminder that 
she belongs to me. Each cry from her lips reminds me of 
how good we are together. And the taste of her lips on mine 
just shows me that nothing has changed in sixteen years. 


She’s mine...and I plan to keep it that way forever. 


My love. My life. 
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